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"Little Ru naway" 


Fred Coury is considered the "weakest link" in the brotherhood that is Cinderella. He has been known to leave 
the band on two separate occasions, when times were tough. Though also noted as the band's "court jester", it 


seems to me there may be a much more serious side to Fred. This fic attempts to uncover that side. 


Er 

| left the studio that morning around 7. The trees were still wet from a whole night's rain, and the smell in the 
air as | passed the diners down by the old bridge told me that breakfast was still on the table. | wasn't all that 
hungry..kept right on walking till | got to the little fork in the road that headed back towards the parking lot. | 
told them | was going for a walk. | didn't say how long. 


| stared up and up at the greasy-looking storage building where | had spent the past four months of my life, 
recording songs and taking 3-hour naps and playing pool with nothing much new happening..it's like | was stuck in 


neutral, with low power on spinning wheels that were digging themselves into the mud. 


Oh but there was one thing that | thought of every night when | laid my head down the starched hotel pillow. 


wanted out. In the worst way. 


| had tried all sorts of tactics, from "calling in sick" (but if you don't drink then you can't get hung over) to 
doing just what | was doing now..taking a walk Maybe someday | would never come back Though, that may 
prove hard to do if you don't have a set of wheels. 


| shook off the bad thoughts and started walking back towards the recording studio. 
Someone was there to greet me when | opened the door. 


My blood froze in my veins. 
Shit. Run, just run! 


It was Andy Johns, producer and self-proclaimed Slavemaster for our latest album, leaning against the wall, 
glaring down at me in those dorky rose-colored glasses of his. Kind of ironic, huh? The monster wearing 
glasses like that. | knew it was too late to run so | quickly tried to scurry my mind into thinking up some 
stupid, hashed punch line like "Did you forget to take your rabies shot today?" or..something about his dumb 
glasses, | don't know. But nothing came out of my mouth. In Andy's presence, nothing really ever did. 


"You're a little shit, you know that." It wasn't a question. 
Run. Just run, run now! Forget Tom and the other guys! Just--! 


| remember my middle-school wrestling days. Smallest kid on the team. Won every match | had. Because, when 
there's no one in your weight class to spar with, you get to take home this little ribbon or plastic cup that 


says you were the winner. | don't know. Always made me feel like a special kind of loser. 


Anyways. Practices were the difficult part, because | actually had to do something to someone-or have it done 
to me. | would last about two tries and would end up with a bruised eye or a bloody nose. The coach would yell 
at me and tell me to "get back in there", and all the while | was thinking "Are you nuts? He'll kick my butt--- 


again!" 


That's what this felt like-Andy staring me down like he actually expected me to say anything. | left because of 
him on That day in The first place. 


"Are we going to actually get a drum track out of your ass today or what?" He grabbed me by the seat of 


my jeans and hauled me inside. 


"Hey! Easy there! That's the only drummer we've got, dude!" Jeff waved at me when | entered, like it was a 
fucking joke or something. 


Tom, ever the perfectionist, was waiting at his microphone and ready to get back to business. | tried a smile 
for him, but he didn’t look convinced. Shit yeah. | was in trouble. | picked up my drumsticks and took my seat 
silently. Nothing felt as it had in the past. wasn't enjoying any of this. 

And | was dragging everybody right down there with me. 
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"Dude, we really can't do this." 

Jeff pulled off of me with a heavy sigh. 

| felt the heat on my cheeks, tried to force it away by pressing my forehead to the cold window. It was dark 
and the rain was beating outside, falling down the window in millions of tiny rivers. This was the third 
consecutive time | had told him no. | scrubbed away the residue of his kisses from my neck with the pad of 
my hand. What was wrong with me? Didn't | even care? 

back to the hotel?" 

"No! No, it's uh." | searched frantically for an excuse. Any excuse. "Look Jeff." 

"You think | suck, or what?" 

| blushed but saw opportunity to make a pretty cute comment. So | did. "Oh no I'm sure you suck fine." Jeff 
blinked Oh-kay. Maybe it wasn't so cute. | turned to him and touched his leg. Pulled it back when | saw the way 
he looked at me. "Jeff, there's something | need to uh-" 

"You run from everything, you know that?" 

| stopped. What? 

"You run from all the shit in your life that scares you, or that you don't like, or if you think it's boring or 
harmful. I've never even fucking heard you say "FUCK" okay? You're such a fucking goodie-good and it makes 
me fucking sick, okay?" | had never before seen Jeff's eyes so big and angry. He hated me in that moment. And 
| was convinced of that. 

So | did the only thing a guy like me would think of doing and reached for the truck handle. 


Heard the locks click. 


"Jeff." 


"See, Fred? Like right now. You don't like the situation. You don't like having to face that I'm fucking PISSED at 
you." | was practically clawing at the door, not even bothering to ask him to open it, knowing my request would 
most certainly not be granted anyway. Jeff threw back his head and laughed. Laughed at me. Wow that made 


me really want to kick him in the balls. 

Did | just admit that? 

| stared at him for a long moment, wide-eyed and wondering just what the hell was so funny. When he turned 
back to me and burned the remainder of his cigarette in the dash, his eyes were softer. His voice lower, with 


the kindness drifting back into it. "Are you a virgin?" 


What? | was twenty-two! | had groupies! Was he freaking kidding me? How could he---!? How could he have 
possibly.known that? 


| swallowed hard and waited for him to go on 

"You can't play coy very well. And you're a lousy kisser." | frowned at that and turned my gaze back to the 
window. "And you've never let anyone touch you the way l'm touching you now." A hand on my thigh made me 
snap my head back around. | slapped it off. 

But Jeff's grin only got wider. 

"That's what you wanted to tell me." 

| nodded slowly. Nobody but Jeff would have guessed the truth. 

And | never would have willingly told him, either. Thats just not the "dude" kind of thing to do, you know? 
There it was, my most buried secret, out in the open for him to make fun of as much as he wanted. | waited 
for the laughter again. 


"God Fred that gets me hot." 


"Jeffl-Jeffl" | slapped his back and flailed my arms as he rolled over to my side of the truck, tackling me to 


the passenger seat and pinning me there beneath him. "Ack-you're heavy--!" 


His kisses returned, and with them a wet tongue, gliding down my neck.soft bites on my shoulder. "Do you 


wanna know what | want to do to you?" 
Jeff's mind-now there is one place | never wanted to visit. Ever. 
"NO!" | shouted at him, trying my best to pry him off me. He was a good 4 inches shorter than myself, but 


that didn't downplay his wiry, taught muscles and his mind-boggling flexibility. He managed to get my shirt off 


before | realized what he was doing to me. He was making me like it. 


I'd never done it with anybody before-let alone a guy! | was petrified. 
But.. 


| reached one hand up into his soft brown hair and felt his lips vibrate against my stomach as he moaned. | let 


a soft laugh escape and he raised his head to smile up at me. "See? It's okay.. you can do this..." 
| listened to the soothing voice and the rhythm of his thumbs stroking my hips. "Jeff." 


"Now try kissing me." He leaned in, placing both hands on the seat back behind my head, tilting his mouth 
slightly. 


| frowned. "You're still on me." 
He grinned and put his mouth to mine. "Just.try it" 
"You said | was a bad kisser," | protested. 


"Nah-uh | said you were lousy. Bad kissers can't get better. Lousy kissers just need time" | smacked his 
mouth. "Owh-Jesus-fuck! Goddamn it--! Come here you!" 


With him distracted | was able to pull myself out from underneath him and jump into the back seat. He 
followed me in, both of us laughing hysterically, wrestling and twisting our bodies together. 


When he got me down again, he bent low and whispered into my ear, "Now how about that hotel room..?" 
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Now | watch out the window at the falling rain and wonder if my life would have been the same with any 
other band. Stupid question, considering | already know the answer. l'm a runner, and | always will be. Without a 
force there to hold me back, | would be gone from everything, forever. 

Some people embrace life, take it as it comes. 

Others run towards it to meet it head-on. 


And yet there are some, like me, who will always run. 


So..here's to the runaways. 


